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men convey the impression that a few days'
hard work would do them no harm.

After nine hours' lethargic and comfortless travel
by a circuitous route, I reach Stoke-on-Trent. In
London rumour has insisted that the station, has
been "demolished", but except for the sensible
removal of the glass from the platform roof, J
perceive no change. After the crucifixion of
London and the transformation of my old
University to "a sad and shabby metropolis, the
normality of my native Potteries brings a com-
forting reassurance. Taking another local train,
I finally arrive at a village ten miles from Stoke
on the edge of the moorlands where Staffordshire
and Derbyshire meet. The tenuous mists of
twilight are rising from the steep grey-green
fields as I walk uphill with my-host through
the warm damp lane which leads from the
little station in the valley to his house on the
heights.

When supper is over and we sit before a
comfortable fire, my hostess shows me photo-
graphs of her two tall sons who have just returned
to Oundle, and" her daughter whose school, in
the centre of England, is so far disturbed neither
by sirens nor bombs. After living, with few and
short intervals, the life of a war-obsessed Lon-
doner for more than a year, I am enviously
astonished to find that in some country districts
the war has, exacted no sacrifice and has left